SOME NEW BODKS.
A Book for Cultivated Readers. |
The many persons who have protited |

by the author's six earlier volumes.!
*lconoclasts,”

! “Melomaniacs,” “Visinna—i
L[ vies,” “Mezzo-Tints in Modern Music,” |
W | *Overtones® and “Chopin” will seize the |
Wi opportunity:of procuring in book form |
IR the ten studies of remarkable svriters by !
(8| Mr. James Hewex xR which have recently
. mppeared In American periodicals and
| which are now colleclively published |
. with a portrait of Stendhal by the*Scrib- |
pers under the title of Kgoists, We are
' not sure that the subtitle, “A Book of’
| Sunermen,” i8 not more apt. because ego- |
| yg5 mav of may riot have their admirers, |
| whereas in the case of one classed among
! ~szpermen® there is a tacit admission thgt {
| his work deserves unusual respect. ~ This |
|| vertainly is trues of six of the ten men/
" included in Mr. Huneker's present list |
' —~Henry Beyle (Stendhal), Baudelaire,
|| Flaubert, Anatole Franoe, Nistzsche and
| Tbeen. Of the.remaining four—lJ. K.
Huysmans, Maurice Barres. Ernest Hello
anpd Max Stimer—scarcely more than one
is known ‘even to such American read-
i @rs as imagine themselves cultivated, but
! there is not-one whom those readers
4 will not thank Mr. Huneker for belping
§ thein to become acquainted with. Nei-
'ther can we afford to overlook what the
‘mmathor has.to say about the six or seven
writers with whom we suppose ourselves
%o be familiar, as a glance at some of his
fluminative  and incisive phrases will

o
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. For example, the personality of Henry
‘Weyle seems for. most readers elusive, but
4¢ becomes relatively lifelike when we are
{mssured that the little potbellied carica-
ture drawn by Henri Monnier was not
# exaggerated. The caricature was to be
i reproduced in a statue projected for a
 pedestal to be set in the midst of a new
il world city of Eleytheropolis depicted in
# an anonymous book by Prosper Mérimée
—a Paris raised to the seventh heaven
l of cosmopelitanism: “all sorts and condi-
‘tions of mén and women are hurrying
$0 pay theif homage to Stendhal who, hat
fin hand, stomach protuding, legs ab-
iauvdly curving, umbrella under his arm,
yd his ironical lips compressed, contem-
with#his acocustomed imperturbabil-
‘these a¥denit idolaters.” He seems to
1 pregicted that I should be under-
od about 18%0.” As a matter of fact
was born én 1783 and died in 1842. He
ly alightly antedated the event, and as
., Huneker points out: “His cilt grows
se and, like all cults, will be overdone.
st Frange, then Italy, and now Ger-
had ;umbed to the novels, mem-
Uolrs and -delightful, gossiping books of |
itravel written' by' the Frenchman from
‘&noble."ﬁs%ﬁv ere we read: “A prom-
i e of souls and cities, Stendhal was |
‘A letter writer-of formidable putience;i
i published correspondence is enor-
toous.” Even in.1909 the Stendhal exca-
§ wvators are busy with their pickers and
gtealers. Recently a section of a journal |
_sritten in 1811 was found and printed.
‘It consisted of .some netes upon Naples,
Uits music, customs, streets and inhabi-
‘tants, Mr. ‘Hmneker tells' us that therein |
‘are references {8' Anconia, to the author’s
‘gecond sojdurh .in_ Milan and to his nu-
‘merous lady loves—eath of whom he
himself. into believing unique.
“He placed Morart and -Cimarosa above
"2 1) other composersand Shakespeareabove |
iteine. Naturally: the man who loved !
way bound to ‘adore Raphael |
8" Lombard and Floren- |

o ()

le masters.
Dutch. Ind
and Rubens almost as much as William
Make abhorred them, though not for
same yeason.” Our author
espite His" perverse and whimsical
Sten#hal "was in the larger sense
all of a piece. His likes and dislikes in
L art are so many witnesses to the unity
f his character.”

st Stendtialidoes not count for much. '
In the sam® breath he concedes that “in
Wthe current of liis swift, clear narrative,
" and under the 'spell of his dry magic and
“peptonized.concision we do not miss the
- peacock graces-aud colored splendors of
. Flaubert or E€hateaubriand. Siendhal
“delivers himself of a story rapidly; he is
'all sinew. Andthe is the ‘most seductive
 apiller of souls since Saint Simon.” The
‘judgment with which this interesting
[ 'mtudy of Stendhal concludes runs as
i follows: “Irritating as are hir inconsis-
% noies. his prankishneu. his bombastic

tions and pretensions to u superior

during figure in French literature. His
i now felt in Germany, where it |
gmented by Nietzsche's popularity

's greatest pupil.” |
_In the articJe on “The Real Flaubert”
r -author voes not hesitate to aver
since “*Madame Bovary”
flction for * the 'most part has
iFlaubert with® variations.

guredly will, deny the

e
pbri
randidhtes for the bachelor's degree will |
i be ablé to ohtain il only by expounding |
B (ions with the famous exardinm ‘Ha Who |

es—when the French language!

Reigns in the Heavens,’ &c., or ‘The De. |

parture of ‘@tie Swallows' of Reéne) the
portrait of ‘€athérine Le Roux, the palm
' wérvant in ‘Madam» Bovary, or the episade |
of the Crucified Liona m ‘Salammbs.' * |
¥ Wa need not.say. that numberless are the
L gtrdies of Flaubert's m2thods in com-
posing his books. A small library conld
he filled with books about his style.  Ar. |
"Huneker points out that if Flaubert, who |
wras the nést ‘copions and careless of |
flunrrecpondents, i always 0 altitudo in |
Limatters of “art, “he has set for himself |
an impos=eible stindard of perfection; i
L “but there is no outward sign of conflict
" 4n bis work: Al trame of the labor be- |

stowed upon b= paregraphs is abeent. |

* clogged

To the charge that an absence of sanity
is indicated by Flaubdert's practice of de-
claiming aloud his sentences our author
replies that Flaubert was “the possessor
of an accurate musical ear—not without
justice did Coppée call him the ‘Beethoven
of French prose.’! His sense of rhythm
was acute; he carried it so far that he
would sacrifice grammar to rhythmio
flow. He tested his sentences aloud.”

Mr. Huneker has devoted one of his
studies to the French novelist, now a mem-
ber of the Académie Francaise, concern-
ing whom Paul Bourget has said: “Among
the young people who have entered lit-
erature since 1880 Maurice Barrds is cer-
tainly the most celebrated. One must see
other than a decadent or a dilettante in
this analyst, the most original who has
appeared since Baudelaire.” Mr. Hune;
ker thinks that but fpr the fact that the
novelist’s passionato ¢uriosity in all that
concerns the moral nature of his fellow

{man lends to his work its own touch of

universality it would not be untrue to
8ay that the one Barrds passion is love of
his native land. “France” is engraved on
his heart; France, and not the name of a
woman. Not for a moment, however, 'is
it to be inferred that the eternal fem-
inine is unsung in the Barrds noveis. “For
his imagination,” says Mr. Huneker,
“woman is a creature exquisitely fash-
ioned, hardly an odalisque, nor yet the
symbol of depravity we encounier in
Huysmans. She is a ‘fantom of delight’;
but that she haa a soul we beg to doubt.
Barres almost endowed her with one in the
case of Bérénice; and Bérénice died very
young.”

If there have heen worthier words
spoken by any one in any coupntry con-
cerning Henrik Ibsen than are uttered
in the book before us we are truly unfor-
tunate to have missed them. Mr. Hune-
ker points out that so potent a creator
of critical perspective is Death that
although “A Doll'a Hous:"” when it saw
the light in 1879 provoked many disso-
nant opinions, yet the day after Ibsen’s
death the entire civilized world wrote of
him as the great man he was; great man,
great artist, great moralist. Now even
in New York we imagine that we know
him; but, asks Mr. Huneker, do we know
him as do the playgoers of Berlin or
St. Petersburg, Copenhagen, Vienna or
Munich? Or, again, do we realize his
technical prowess? That this latter ques-
tion must be answered in the negative is
evident from our author's statement that
“in almost every city of Europe lbsen
is in the regular repertory. He is given
at intervals with ‘Shakespeare, Schifler,
Dumas, Maeterlinck, Hauptmann, Grill-
parzer, Hervieu, Sudermann and with the
younger dramatists. That is the true
test—not the isolated divinity of a handful
of worshippers with an esoteric message.
His plays are interpreted by skilled actors
and not by untrained if enthusiastic
amateurs. Our author goes on to say
that there is no longer such a thing as a
fad known as Ibsenism on the European

continent. “Ibsen is recognized as the
greatest dramatist since Racine and
Molidre. Cults claim him no more.”

Mr. Huneker lays his finger on Ibsen's
capital achievement when he says that

the stage the modernwoman. No longer

society, the ‘emancipated’ Ibsan woman
in the sensible woman,

to the old fashioned woman, who calmly | such a thing, and my humiliation was | of the case becomes atrictly limited. From |

accepts her share of the burdens and re-
sponeibilities of life, single or wedded,
though she insists on her rights as a human

held responsible for the caricature of

womanhood evolved by his “disziples.

adds: | When a woman evades her responasibili-  the puritan frowned upon.
| ties, when she ig frivolous or evil, an ex- ' when the occasion arrived the puritan
i ponent of the life lie in matrimony, Ibsen | was uppermost, and then came an agoniz-
He knows | ing struggle between disapproval of the
'that a fiddle can he mended and a bell not; | amusement and reluctance to
' promise. B made friends of her own of a
Mr. Huneker is likely to surprise some | the sorest spot of our social life he sounds kind much disliked by A. B would ask
his readers when he says that as a prose | this bell, and when it rings cracked he ' them to dinner perhaps, and in the eve-

grimly painta her portrait.

and in placing his surgeonlike finger on

coldly announces the fact.” As for the

for young people, Mr. Huneker does not

deny it, any more than he would deny it | alike; it made no difference to her which 'and

in the case of Thackeray, Balzac and Hugo.
“So is any strong thioker.
powerfid dissolvent for an imagination
by theories of life, low ideals
and the facile materialiam that exalts the
letter but slays thespirit.™ Once more:

the same time please. To charm is the
aim of an artistic writer—if he can teach
the while, so much the better.

M. W. H.

The Dissociated l'orlomll.ty.

Dr. MorTON PRINCE has written a good
deal about “dissociated personalities,”
and now he has inspired a patient of his,

it from the inside. Her little book, My

instructive, and the entrance of auto-
biography into this confusing field is
a4 new factor—that is, if we regard the
fleld as belonging to the technical science
of psychology rather than to life. Two
competent neurologists, Dr. James J.
Putnam and Dr, George A. Waterman, add
their testimony to Dr. Prince's in re-
spect of “B, C. A.’s” general intelligence,
truthful purpose and consctentious ob-
servation. To explain her ready use of
the current technical terms of mental
pathologistsa Dr. Prince mentions that
“the experiences of her illnesa have led
her to take an active intereet in abnormal
psychology and to inform herself, so far
as is possible by the study of its litera-
ture, on many of the problems involved.”
He adds: “The training thus aoquired
bas plainly added to the accuracy and
value of her introspective observations.”
About that there may be a difference of
opinion. A physical sufferer who had
been dipping into medical treatises would
scarcely therefor obtain for his diagnosis
of his case more attention from a physi-
cian; he might even obtain less.

“B. C. A.” represents herself as the em-
bodiment of three distinct personalities.
labelled A, B and C. As A, which is the
earliest in her chronicle, she was un-
healthy, weary, timid, formal, reserved,
full of moral doubts and scruples, the vic-
tim of a despotic New England conscience.
As B she enjoyed the opposites of most
of theee traits, being strong, buoyant,
lighthearted. reckless. “I felt much
younger,” she says, “and looked so, for
the lines of care, anxiety, sorrow and
fatigue faded from my face I neglecfad
my family and friends shamefully; lost
my formality and reserve; my tastes and
idea)s were completely changed.” For more
than a year A and B alternated in her,
8o that she was by turns each of the two
characters usually contrasted in New Eng-
land novels to point the moral or adorn
the tale.

It goes without saying that the alter-
nating A and B caused each other a world
of trouble. Our author had no control
over their appearances, nor as A had she
any knowledge of what she did as B.
“How can I describe,” she asks, “what. it
is towake suddenly, as itwere, and not to
know the day of the week, the time of day
or why one is in a given position? I
would come to myself as A, perbaps on
the street, fortunate if I found myself
alone, for if 1 had been carrying on a
conversation I was ignorant of it;

' the womanly | shocking and
woman, bearing a not remote resemblance | cigiirette; never in my life had 1 done | value as contributing to the abnormality |

fortunate indeed in that case if 1 did
not contradict something I had been
saying, for as B my attitude toward all

'things was quite the opposite of that
;!ha Norwegian dramatist “discovered for | taken Ly A. Often it happened that I
| came to myself at some social gathering—
| the sleek cat of the drawing room or the | a dinner perhaps—-to find 1 had been
bayadere of luxury or the wild outlaw of | drinking wine (a thing I as A felt bound ' but hypnosis can, of course, play all| ",
'not to do) and, what was to me most

horrifying, smoking a

deep and keen.”
The contrast is worked out in detail as
carefully as by any novelist. A was of

The epicurean

Sometimes

break a

ning it might be A who had to receive them.

| current charge that Ibsen is dangerous ! A was shy, but to B “the acts of shaking

! hands, embracing and kissing were all

. she did.” In regard°to literature B cared
| A worshipped Victor Hugo, Ibsen. Tol-
! stoy, Maeterlinck and knew the “Rubai-
| yat” by heart. In the matter of dress
| the supposition must have been particu-

“B. C. A.,” recently recovered from an!
alleged attaok of that malady, to describe

Life as a Dissociated Personality (the Gor- '
ham Press, Boston), is diverting and

'11{"- (s

that of B,

“cheer up,” to “weep no more.”
go to the doctor so much. A began de-!
stroying all the noteg she found withont |
reading them, “hopirfg in this way to dis-
courage B's fondn for writing."”
a result A found‘end morning a sheet
of paper fastened divectly in the middle |
of the mirror with large red seals at the
corners and the inscription “Read This.”

The third personality, (', is that of our
author now that she is “recovered.” . 1t
was gradually evoked by hypnotic treat-
ments. At first it was intermittent and
unstable, easily upset by either A or B.
Then it became firmer and more constant,
until at last the other two could do noth-
ing against it. C is described as our)
author's “normal personality,” and A
and B as “dissociations” of it. We hear
little about C's characteristics and though
presumably they combine those of A
and B the combination is perhaps of a
chemical nature. It appears, however,
that C preserves intact the “memories”
of both A and B.

So far we have been drawing on the
first section of the book, which is a gen-
eral retrospective account and analysis
by . The other section contains a
slight particular autobiography of the
joyous B said to have been written by
our author “in her state as B"; and here
we must mention a point of difference be-
tween A and B. A, as we have seen, wus
ignorant of all that went on during B's
turns. She had to be informed of those
doings by B's notes and entries in the
diary, by Dr. Prince or by her own infer-
ences. B, however, besides being con-
scious of her own sphere, was also “co-
conscious,” as our author calls it, of A’'s
turns, so that she was never, like A, taken
by surprise. When A retired in the middle
of a conversation, for instance, B had no
difficulty in carrying it on. Now when
we turn from the abstract psychological
statement of the case and put together

Y. APRITF 5541908, e

.

the way, whether. there were any differ- [ moods. She confesses, ' however, that
ences between the handwriting of A and | until she had read this literature shal
never thought of herself as a “multiple | escaped attacked him with bread knives,

A characteristic habit of B was to|personality,” and it is noteworthy that, | A pretty complete story of an adventur-
send jeering notes to A, telling her to as she tells it, throughout the epispde | ous career is told that supplies ample ma-
not to | her friends had “no suspicion of any dual- | terial for romance writers, but the author
1 directed the daily routine of my | Palsgrave of the Rhing and later Elector,
“As  household and managed my business | Mrs. Cust introduces us to higher sooiety.
Not one of my family or friends | He was of almost royal rank and came
Ilinto close contact with Charles V. and

ism" in her., “During all this time I lived
my life to all appearance as an ordinary
person.

affairs.
auspected the true state of the case.

believe they all realized that I was in a | Francis I.
serious nervous condition, very change- [ afiair with Charles's sister Eleonora, who
hecame successively Queen of Portugal

able as to mood, and felt much anxiely
about my health; but that was all.” May
not that have been all, in fact?

The conflicts inside a personality are
of course well worthy of scientific study,
but a readinesa o describe theen as “ab-

not upon imparting thrills. In the fast
growing acgientifio literature about per-
sonality there is altogether too much of
a romantic tendency.

In Dr. Prince’s own large treatise pub-

i lished some years ago about “Miss Beau-

champ,” “Sally” and four or five other
alleged “personalities™ in one body, this
tendency was surely evident. The quar-
rel is not merely about words. Allegory
may easily darken knowledge and is likely
to blunt the sense of facts, and scientific
explanation tries tp efféct a junction with
the normal, not a superfluous separation
from it.

Travellers in a Romantic Century.

It is curious how little has been writ-
ten comparatively and how slight the
definite scientific knowledge is of the
most brilliant century in modern his-
tory, that which extends from the middle
of the fifteenth to the middle of the six-
teenth century. Everybody is familiar
with the names that belong to it. Indi-
vidual achievements, the accomplishment
in specific directions, have been described

some scattered hints about our author’s
concrete circumstances and her life story |
meanwhile,weshall pertiaps doubt whether i
there was anything really abnormal in the |
qﬂ'air, anything more than a sharp con- ‘
flict of moods and different strains of
character minutely recorded and tricked
out with these labels of A and Band (', and
with odds and ends of “scientific” dialect,
but nevertheless quite ordinary in its
essence with a single feature excepted,
this amnesia of A in respect of B's doings.
We are told that A was not oonscious of
B's doings, but that of course is beyond
proof.

All that can be said is that when our
fauthor was in the A mood she could not
lremember what she had done in the B!
| mood, just as a man when sober may for- |
| get. what occurred to him when drunk. |
! A's amnesia i8 admittedly an abnormal
| feature, but these points must be noted
| in considering it: it did not always exist;
| during a long period of the alternations |

between A and B, A was fully conscious
lof B's doings and remembered them;

the amnasia began only as a result of hyp- |
notic treatment by Dr. Prince. Our |
lauthor and Dr. Prince in a footnote both
| ascribe it exclusively to this treatment; |

{sorts of tricks upon memory. Given |

| this special cause of the ‘amnesia, its’
|
i the general point of view it may indsed

I'be disregarded, and with this peculiar |
feature set aside it is quite possible to |

| rated higher than the | being, and without a touch of the heroic.” t a frugal disposition; B extravagant. B doubt whether there was anything ah-
* he abhorred Rembrandt | Qur author adds that Ibsen should not be ' would order things which A thought alto- | normal in the affair.

| gether beyond her means.
| accepted invitatians to festivities which

I In B'a sketch she givea us a>me account
inf her own “genesis.” In childhood our |
|author received a wsevere shouk w hich |
| caused her to rebel against the (presuma- |
bly) puritan conditiona of her life. “Al
{small vague complex of rebellious |
| thoughta and feelings™ then arose in her
{ mind. and kept on recurring fromn time to
time but was guickly suppressed by her.
! In this “complex” B recognizes the “germ”
{ of her subsequent distinet “personality.”
Twenty years later our author received
| another savere shock through the sudden
desperate though as it proved
!lingering illness of her husband.

Ibsen is a | for nothing but the frothiest flotion, while ‘' four vears she underwent a heavy strain

Lot hopeleas nupsing and anxiety, and
, meanwhile the “germ” began to flourish.
:“Thu old rebellious group bacame inton-
jsifled. 1t was a longing for happiness, a

“At the hea_t there is. ethical grandeur in | larly awkward. When B first began tn|disinclination to give up the pleasires
his coneeptions. and if the moral stress is | alternate with A our author had recently |of life as the conditions required; there

unduly felt, if he tears asunder the veil

lost her husband. A wasa faithful widow

| was a certain datermination to have those

of our bheloved illusiona and shows us as and wore nothing but black. B, who had pleasures in apite of everything, and this

wa ara, it i3 because of his righteous in- | not the smalilest sense of obligation to the | caused a constant struzgle.”

risy of modern life.”

porality; Stendhal #s nevertheless an | dignationagainst theplatitudinous hypoe- | deceased. disliked black; “not even a black
“This

belt or button would she put on.”

She tried
‘m put away the longing as selfish and
lwosk. and succeeded more or less until

It is to Max Stirner that most of the ' fact was far more strange than it seems,” | “finally her husband died away from

although about a dozen years

Mackay published in a hook

Friedrich Nietzsche. Mr. Huneker msays
“Der Einzige” it seemed colorless or gray
set, against the gorgeous rhetorie of
Nietzeche, “T could not see then what I
saw ten years later that Nietzsche had

| used Stirner as a springhoard, as a point

of departure, and that the individual had
vastly different meanings to those diverse
temperaments.. But Stirner displayed the
courage of an explorer in search of the
north pole of the ego.”

In fine, Stirner, whose real name by the
way was Schmidt, was the most thor-
oiighgoing Nihilist who ever penned his
disbelief in religion, humanity, society,
the family. Nevertheless Mr. Huneker
finds a refreshing frankness and honesty
in his works. That hisa book would Le
more dangerous than a million bombs if
misapprehended is not denied, but that is

pronounced no reason why it should not |
Hin style is sunple, direct, large, above | be read. “Its author can no more be held | the flesh!”
wll clear, the wlarit s of eélassic prose.” | responsible for its misreading than can ,day!

assertion  sein Figenthum.” which in the French |and pride.”
t his influence ia-stiil incalculable. | version is called “Unique et sa Propriété” |

A and B, at the fostering instigation

é b are reminded of. Fran;ois Coppée’s | and in the English translation “The Ego | perhaps of Dr. Prince, kept a joint diary,
dedlaration’ that “by the extent and the | and His Own.” Mr. Huneker describes which our author describes with some
X ficeny® of his pross Ciustave Flau- | Stirner’s hook as the most revolutionary 'self-complacency but not less truth as
bert equald Boesuet and Chateaubriand. | ever written, and among the advanced | “a most curious document.”
o is destined to become a great classic; | epirits who have read it and felt its influ- | date July 28, 190, B writes in it: “I am
iid several centuries hence - everything | ence he names two, Henrik Ihsen and | here again to-night, B, I am.

Under the

i I may as
i well tell all I have done, I suppose. For

have become only a dead language, | that when he first escured a copy of | one thing I had a facial massage; there is

' no need to be a mass of wrinkles. 1know
A doesn’t care how she looks, but 1| do.
| The Q's spent the evepiug here, and (if
| L don’t tell 8 will) T smoked a cigarette!
S was ferribly shocked and angry with
me! Now, A, don’t go and tell Dr. Prince;
you don't have to tell him everything. I
must have a little fun!” The next day A
writes: “I have struggled through another
day. Bhastold me what she did. How can
I bear it? Quite ill all day. I am asusual
paying for B's fun.” Again, on August
20: “Terrible day! One of the worst for
a long time. 1 cannot live this way; it is
not to be expected. What is the end to
be?” The epicurean writes next day:
“Giood gracious, how we fly around' A
has been ill all day—could not slesp last
night. Had a gay evening: no disoussion
of religion or psychology while I am in
Again, on August 28: “Such a
A got away from me for a while

A Flsewlers gui willor recajis that Flau- | the orthodox faiths for their backsliders. | and tried to write a letter to Dr. Prince.

Fort wouldszpnotinie 300y volumes for a
page of fagts. Hix hump of scrupulous-
neag was large.  Iniwventy pages ha some-
timeg #nt od only (hree or four from de- |
e structicn. Vot compare with Balzac's |
nppider hadntad, seribhled . over proofs |
£ Flaubert <% prodf eeeniad  virginal  of |
L porrection~ “A martyr of style he was,
' pot altogeti @ 4n enamealler in precious
ptonez. Not o patient moeaic maker,
superisoposing here and there a pracious |
) yerbal jewel. First the image and then |
fte appropriete garh: somatimes ivn'\ze:
and phrace were horn simultanecusly, |
as was the rase % ith Richard Wagner.”
h M. ﬂuntlg:‘f #ms up his stndv of Flan

'part in the rethark that he was a poet =
Srote & perfect prose not proge . .iry

.

Nietzsche has been woefully misunder-
stood; Nietzche the despiser of mob rule
has been acclaimed a very Attila, in-
stead of whish hieis a culiured philosopher,
one who insists that reform must be first
apiritual, Individualism for him means
only an end to culture.” Stirner also in
his proud individualism was an aristo-
crat. His book "Der Einzige” asserts
the dignity of the individual, not his de-
basement. :

However brief may have heen these
comments they should suffice to show
that more knowledge and mors thought
ara to be found in Mr. Huneker's small
volume than in a dozen ordinary treatises
on philosophic and sthical subjects. Ffia
in not conient to expound unlema he can at

- /
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{ It was a funny looking letter, for I kept
saying to her, ‘You can’t write; you can’t
move your hand," but she had enough
will power to write some and direct it.
I stopped her mailing it, however.” A,
on August 27: “I am too much hewildered
to write. I have aucceeded in writing
Dr. Prinoe, if | can only mail it! Oh, but
1 am tiredl Such an awful atruggle!”
Sometimes we find B complaining of A's
ancetic taste in food. “She lives on coffee
and somnos--nice combination. Steak
and Frenoch fried for mine!” One day
B has a toothache and '3 starting ont to
| the dentist's when A-suddenly supervenes
‘and having only a headache refuses to
| keap the appointment. The diary runs
“on for ahaut a year. We are not told, by

“a - -

; | readers of Mr. Huneker's book will find | says our author, underrating our imagina- | home, and that was the ona thing she had
etzache, who after Mérimée was Sten- | themselves introduced for the first time, | tive sympathy. 1t seems to us that she | felt she could not bear.” The blow pros-
I ) . ago | must have become an adept in “lightning | trated her.
! the Scottish-German poet John Henry | changes,” and we can well beliave that | unhealthy. conscience ridden A; but then,
. . _entitled | “it caused much friction, for B's manner | somehow, the germ of B, the old “complex”
French | “Max Stirner: sein Leben und sein Wert” | of carrying out her ideas was under the ] of rebellious, pleasure loving feelings,
heens a atory of the life of the author of the al- | circumstances eccentric, to say the least, | asserted itself.
No one as- | most forgotten book, “Der FKinzige und | and as A it offended my sense of propriety  to be a mera “complex” and hecame a

She sank into the nerveleas,

1t “flowared®; it ceased

! *personality.” How that happened
(actly B does not explain: she relapses at

ox-

| this crucial point into the obscurity ofl

the abstract and dialectical.

-But there is a human passage in the
! first. section which seems to reveal the
triumph of B in a quite normal and fa-
! miliar light. The widow. it appears, after
| her long struggle between duty and the
craving for the joy of life before her be-
reavement, acquired at this stage a fresh
sonrece of interest. “As B." we read in
‘this passage, "1 was ruled by a fixad id=a
that upon me and me alone depended the
salvation, moral and phyegical, of ‘a per-
son who was almost a perfect stranger
to me. I had known this person but a
few weeks. This idea became an obges-
sion; all else sank into insignificance he-
side it; nothing else was of any conse-
quenee and 1 went to all lengths to help
this person. 1 believed that T was the
only one in the world who would stand
by him; that every one else had given him
up as hopeless, and that his one chance
lay in his belief in me.”

What more is needed than this “obses-
gion,” with its peculiar featureg, to ex-
plain the new prominence in her of the
mood which she ia pleased to call her
“B personality”? Perhaps, if things had
now run a smooth course, the A mood
wouid have disappeared. but unhappily
they did not. “After a few weeka I dis-
covered a deception in matiers which my
‘obsession’ had taken in charge. The
ravelation came in a flash, a strong emo-
tion awept over me, and B, with all its
traits, physical characteristics and pointa
of view, vanished, and I changad to A.
From a state of vigorous health I instantly
changed to astateof illness and languor,”
&~ After a time B came up again, and
thersafter thare was the altornation, un-
til Dr. Princa’s treatmenta, aided perhaps
by the action of the “ohsession,” atraight-
enead her out into C'.

Primed by a diligent study of “the
| literature of abnormal psychology,” the
heroine of this very human tale could
soarcely fail to personify her conflicting

| priaty seem to be suppressed.

For !

over and over again, but the century
has never found its adequate historian.
Material is morethan abundant; that in-
deed may be the difficulty as well as the

|

|
normal” and to exaggerate varyh.z moods | gend you my tooth-picker, which Ithought
mysticall= into distinct peraonalities is; to have given the Palsgrave while he was
| more appropriate in a romawoer like here, but it was not ihen at my hand.
Stevenson than in the sober scientist, ' Please present it to him.
bent upon understanding and explaining, | because when he waa here 1 did not see him

variety of amazing accomplishment. For !

in art it is the time of the full bloom of

|

painting, of Titian, Leonardo, Raphael,
Michelangelo, Albert Duver; in discov-!They offer a novel and intimate view of | Saturday he died.
ery it is the age of Colurabus and Vasco | the life and activities of the time; they
da Gama; in literaturo of Rabelais and |pring close to the reader many great  burne's life and work long before thess

Martin Luther and Machiavelli; in inven- | men who have been often mere names, 'lines willreach their destination.

tion of the printing press; in polities of
Charles the Bold and Louis XI., of Maxi-

milian and Charles V. and Francis 1. and |j;' the German chronicles.
It is a timeof complete lux- | higtorical information too to be derived | brought to light or repeated when a man

Henry VIII,

uriant flowering of unchecked individual | from them, but that i3 insignificant com- | of mark dies.

l

oner to Arras. The wo;nq;n assailed the
commander, carried him off and when he

rather overshadows the chronicler.
In the adventures of Frederick II.,

Much stress is put on his love .

and Queen of France, and with his fur-
ther attempta to obtain some bride of high
birth. One curious anecdote may be quoted
from his visit to Henry VIII.’s England.
On his d&parture Lady Liste wrote: “I

I send it to him i

wear a pen or quill to pick his teeth with,
Tell him I have had it seven years.” Clearly
this note does not come from the German
chronicle, but Mrs. Cust does not mention
her source. There is romance enough in
the Palsgrave's love quest, and much that
is entertaining in his military adventures,
his court life and his wanderings.

The last of Mrs. Cust® wanderers ig
the most amusing. He is Hans von
Schweinichen, who was attached to the
court of Henry XI., Duke of Liegnitz, in
Silesia, the most impecunious of rulers,
and accompanied him in his expeditions
through Germany, made in the hopes of
borrowing money. The amazing tales
of prodigality and of ingenjous make-
shifts, of plots to establish credit and of
their usual failure are unfortunately too
long to quote. There is life in all the
persons told of, the dissolute and drunken
Duke, his amiable Duchess, the ingenious,
digtracted chronicler engaged in the
hopeless task of raising money for his
master, with the frequent comment that
the persons applied to schlugen ginzlich ab;
the entertaining and touching account
of his courtship and married life. Perhaps
a man would have ventured further in
the accounts of this wild life than Mra.
Cust has, but she certainly makes it very

STORIES OF SWINBURNE.

His Leve of Privacy—A Disaster at Eton
—His Prodigieus Memory,

LoNDON, April 14.—No one can doubt
Swinburne’s raal love of privacy, and hy
had the abllity to secure it. A friend
of the writer once set out for a morning
walk with Tennyson from the poet's
secluded country home. Hardly hail
they started when a couple of other pedes -
trians were seen approaching.

The laureate growled with anger in
his voice about the tourists who pester«|
him and frowned beneath his sombreg.
as he hitoched his flowing cloak across
his beard. Then the strangers passed
him incurious without a glance. It the
narrator may be bLelieved there was
more of pained surprise than of reliet
in the poet's tone as he remarked:

“They didn’t know me."

Every morning, as everybody knew
who cared to know, Swinburne lef:
his home at Putney at 10 o’clock and
walked three miles to the Rose and Crown
Tavern on the edge of Wimbledon Com-
mon. There he sipped his glass of ale
-——surely he was the last great poet tq
drink ale in a tavern—and then walked
back to lunch. One might think that a
man who loved to walk and think alone
would have, avoided Putney, Wimbledon
Common and a public inn; but Swin-
burne's personality seemed to protect
him. Once a bold spirit talked to him
for a while but got no reply till the poet
looked at him blandly and said:

“Isee you are talking, but unfortunately
I am stone deaf.”

There was one class of people upon
whom Swinburne would inflict himself
ruthlessly .as he crossed the common.
He could seldom resist a baby. Many
a perambulator has been stopped and
many a little veil lifted on Wimbledon
Common by the poet who so steadfastly
refused to fall into the nets of the adult
lion hunters.

Wet or fine, rain or shine, when he was
at home Swinburne took this three miles
out and three miles back. Overcoat,
walking stick and gloves were anathema
to him. The Monday before he died was
his seventy-second birthday. It was
raining, but he took his walk as usual

entertaining. It is a vivid picture of
human beings. |
The four chronicles cover the century.

and they show what treasures of informa-,
tion and what entertainment are hidden

There ia !

eﬂ'g»rt such as the worid hns'not seen since; ,pared with the human interest.
a time of utmost confusion in the common |

affairs of life, the end of a period of medi-
eeval development, the beginning of the

marked by the Reformation and the puri-
tanical practices that sprang from it,
From the mass of records of vhis period,
individual mamoirs, town chronicles and
80 forch, which the Germans especially
collecting  diligently, Mrs, HENRY
Cust has had the happy idea of picking
out some accouns of adventurous travel

are

through Europe which she condenses
and elucidates in Gentlemen Frrant (F.
Duiton 2nd Compang). Mrs. Cust's

acquaintance with the literature of the
period is unusual; hor erudivion leads her
to fill out the narratives with information
from many other sources, a process
which ceriainly makes the piciure of the
times more complate but which has
in tnis case the disadvaniage of leaving che
rcader ofien unceriain 23 io whether ihe
statemenis before him are those of the
ingenlious chronicler or wheiher they are
the amplifications from ocher sources
and from the knowledge o English litera-
ture of the author hersell. The chronicle

(itself becomes of secondary imporience

and much humor and amusing impro-
This is
to be regreiviad, for the popularizing of
those enteriaining local and personal
records is sursly desicoble, as weil as the
introduction to English readers of chron-

know little. None the less Mra. Cust
has succeaded admirably in the manner
(of treating the gubject that she has pre-

: : b |
 restraint on natural impulses, which 1s |

|

'

!

Lieles of which 1he Gormans themsalves |

|

ferred; she presents vivid porirai.s of the |

four adventurers she has selecind, and in
| her story and the historical notes ap-
pended shows extraordinary knowledge
in & very obscure field,

THE I".|'LSE FACE DANCE.

An Iroquols Cnstom Which Survives ln:
New York State.

There are hetween five shousand and six
thousand Iroquois Indians in the State of |
New Yorkand many of their ancient cus- !
tormas are still in existence. Their famous |
Long House, for example, once a com- |
munal dwelling, is now a council house
and dancing hall and the centre of their
ceremonial Jifa. : '

Usually situated near tho ball (lacross2) |
ground and village square, ana surrounded |
by a cluster of log cabins, the Long House
is always found in the pagan section of |
the reservation. Here at various seasons |
of the vear the green corn dance, the New |
Year's festival and its attendant coare- |
monies, the war and great feather dances |
are held, while all the year round there
are other dances, councils and pleasure
festivais. Of these perhaps the most
famous is the false face dance of the
False FaceSociety, an interesating account
of which is given by Alanson Skinner
in the Southera Workman. ’

It seems that years ago, beiore man |
was made, the earth was created by |
HHa-wen-i-yu. As he was walking about i
his new domain a monster, like a flying
head with staring eyes and flowing hair
came into view,

“What do yotu on my earth?” cried the |
monster. |

|

“It is not your cartia but min>" re-
torted Ha-wen-i-yu. !
“You lie,” said the monster. “I have!

lived here ever since the world hegan.” |

_ “But I made the world!" eried Ha-wen-

i-yu. |
“Prove it,” said the monster, and to!

in sfite of a cold from which he was
suffering. It was for the last time.
Pneumonia developed, and the following

Obituary notices will have told of Swin-

Excent
for a very short period, he was so much
of a recluse that there are few of those
storiea to be told which are generally

There is an amusing story
told of his return from school after his
first half at Eton.

His father, Admiral Swinburne, went
to take him home from his lodgings, and
the two entered a train from Paddington
in which Dr. Goodford, then head mas-
ter, was seated reading the Times.

“Isn’'t that Dr. Goodford?” asked tle

Admiral.
“1 believe it is,” the boy stammered re-

luctantly.

“Believe it is!”" “went on the father;
“you must surely know your own head
master.” .

Then clearing his throat and raising
his voice, the Admiral bent forward and
said, “Dr. Goodford, I believe, sir.”

Incensed at being disturbed, the doctor
glared round the paper and said testily,
“Yes, sir, at your service.”

“Well, sir,” rejoined the Admiral, jerk-
ing a finger at little Swinburne, “my boy
has just finished his first term at Eton,
and 1 should very much like to know what
account you can give of him?*

The doctor probably did not even know
of his existence, but, enraged at the in-
terruption, he glared at the hapless boy,
whom he perhaps regarded as responsible,
and said: “Your boy, sir—-{our boy is
one of the worst in the school.”

It was in vain that Swinburne protested
after his arrival home.

“Do you think I am going to take your
word before your head master's?” replied
the Admiral.

Swinburne was sentenced to the de-
privation of all pleasures and privileges
during thi» Christmas holidays.

Following the natural course of his
fatily but not of his bent, Swinburne
went to Oxford. His college was Bal-
liol, and in those days Jowett's influence
was beginning to be predominant there.
Though a fine Greek scholar and a master
of Greek verse, Swinburne only took a
second class in classical moderations
and never tooi.his degree; but he won
the Taylorian prize for Italian and French

| show his force he turned and cailed to a and niade friends with William Morris

mountain which stood bezide them. i
The mountain approached and stood !

and Burne-Jones.
Eton had repelled him and Oxford

I Tre first of these i3 Leoo of Rozmit:l, ';n.-;n-h_\-.)m( Ha-wen-i-yu bade theinonster ' failed to bring him out, but even as an
[ turn about, and as it did so he caused | undergraduate he could in the right setting

| 3 :

a Bobemian lord, brothar-in-law of Gieorga
Podiebrad, King of Bdhemin., He sot
out in 14685 to travel through Europe to

chroniclers, from whose texts Mrs. Cust
| draws only too charily. Instead of seek-

|

the mountain to come up so swiftly and

! sn close that it struck the monster upon

give men more than an idea of what he
wag and was to be. This may be seen

t b Qanti : i the side of his.face and knocked bhis| from the following quotation in the
the sbrine of Santiago do Compostella, | mouth awry, just as you sometimes see | memoir printed in the Times yesterday:
and bis advenuures are recorded by two | it carved on false faces nowadays.

The monster saw that #he inysterious !

than his, 8o he hegged for mercy. He- |

{ing out art treasures these travellers | wun-i-yn told him that he muat die, for
i looked chinfly for relics of the saints in a raen of beings called men were nb.mut;
| the towns they visited and the descrip-{ (o appear on the carth and the monster

[ tions are limited usieally to a few adjec- |
Here and thare a lively picture | iioq 10 live and o
is quoted, however, a3 of the Archbishop | would keep his memory and that of his |

I tives.

jof ¢(ologne's nunnery at Neuss. “It
lwas in truth a goodly cloister. and had
{herein the most all-beautifullest nuns
‘tnai ever | saw. And they were all of
nobla hirth, and they gave us to drink.

And the Mother Superior invited my Jord | which holds a great dance for them every

i to supper and prepared for him the most
delectabla dance in the cloister. And
the nuns were adorned right lovely in
I their apparel, and were acquainted with
the most excellent dances, and each had
her servant who served and went before
her. and they all lived as they willed, and
I may say that in all my days I have never
geen 50 many comeiy women in one ciois-
ter.” The free life in the nunneries is
commented upon in nearly all these
chronicles. Through the states of Ger-
many and the Netherlands, l.eo reached
the sea and crossed to England. There
he saw Fdward 1V. and Warwick and
George, Duke of Clarence. Here a lost
fashion of merry England is recorded:
“And this custom also is here observed,
that at the first arrival of guests in any
lodging the hostess with all her house-
hold comes forth into the street to re-
ceive them, and each one of them it
behoves each one to kiss. Indeed, to
them, to take a kiss is but as, to others,
to offer the right hand; for they are not
used to offer the hand.” The itinerary
leads the Bohemians through France and
Spain to Portugal and on the return
voyage to northern Italy and Venice.
There is more individuality and a more
vivid picture of character in the atory
of Wilwolt of Schaumburg, a leader of
mercenaries under Charles the Bold of
Burgundy, and later under Albert of
Saxony. A clear idea. of the unruly
landsknechts may be drawn from this,

land among all the accounts of gallant
-fighting in the Netherlands and on the

French border the story of the wivea
of Toi stands out. Owing to their pay
being delayed the landaknechts had muti-
nied against Wilwolt. They decided to
capture him, and “having inquired for the
wickedesi and worst tempered women of
Arras® they seized their husbands and re-
fused to.frea them unlesa they wani toToi,
whare Wilwolt was, and b 'gu. him viris-

~.’

,
t

wag so horrible he would frighten them, |
The moneter begged to by per-
ered if mankind |

neople sacred and do them honor, to,
nid them in the curing of the sick. So|
Hi-wen-i-yn  permitted the false face |
people to live at the ends of the world |
whoere thevy may never be seen, and the
Indians keep up a society in their honor,

New Year.

Tha dancers are clad in nnondeacript
clothea with ‘lLideons wooden masks,
The organization is semi-secret, but |
almont every one knows pretty well who
the dancers are. They go through their
dance with Indicrous antics to the time
of a turtle shell rattla and blow ashea
upon and doetor such aick people as are
present and desive it. :

At other tiines when they “practise
medicine” the whole company is not
necessarily present, perhaps only one or
two. Mr. Skinner was told by one of
the Senecas that there are among the
Indians many secret medicine rocieites
of which the whites know absolutely
no;_li:‘in?. - -

The Iroquois still keep up many primi-
tive customa besides the ceremor};iz{)l life.
Corn is atill ground in huge wonden
mortars with long, heavy, double ended
!)emles. and it is very amusing to see
n a well regulated Iroquois house the
mortur in one corner and the ice cream
freezer in the other. Almost as amnging
is it to stand on the ball ground and hear
Caruso Ailﬁlng from a phoncgraoh whije
not 100 yards away the Long House rocks
and swings to the stamp and yell of the
war dance.

Boy's Fight With an Owl.

Menominee correapondence Detrpit News,

1ee Bartley, 18 years old, and a hooded
owl that was the largest ever seen inthia
county fought a battle to the death this
afternoon and the boy won.

Armed with a .23 calibre rifle, Bartley and
meveral companions returning from
sighted the huge owl in A tree near hlh’hcg‘rggl
Taking aim, he fired and down came the ow].
The lad picked uprthe supposedly dead bird.
which with.a Hghtning movement sank its
claws deep into Bartiey's shoulders,
erc< wiin biood spurting in sireams, the
vouth managed to cluteh the bird by the
neck and atternpted to strangle it, biut the
owl, releasing ita razor edged claws, slashed
its combatant with terrible effact. Finally
th)}e 'Mlif “ank:mo'd from l&u of l?‘lnod. hurled

meelf prostrate, crushing the b
”m‘ ""';L‘ 4 : ird into

As victor staggered awa
P"d"‘""'"" reached the scene and %oam{:d‘

ntheirarms. Ahsaxamination showed that
towenty-two ciits rnnginl from half an inc
to two inches inlength were inflicted op the

Cov-

“In a small and congenial company
the lad of twenty could on occasion reveal

| power of ila-wen-i-yu was far vreater | to his little world the most astonishing

powers. His command over the English
language was scarcely greater than his
command over other tongues—over
French, ‘old’ and new; over Greek, in
which he could write elegiacs that won
thelal(_imiration offJebb. and over Italian.
“His memory for poetry was amazing.
There has lately been printed for prf-
vate circulation the diary of one
of the most distinguished living Amer-
icans; and in this volume, under a date
in the early sixties we find a wonderful
account of an evening spent at Fryston
with the late Lord ﬁoughton. It was
a men’s party of half a dozen, all of them
pretty well known, except a youth with
a mass of reddish yellow hair. :
“He was silent until the middle of din-
ner, when somebody raised a literary
question touching phocles or Shake-
speare. Then he began, and from his
first sentences his hearers knew they had
to do with a master. Host and guests
g}:yoéi up to him and he held them spell-
in

“‘We dined, we smoked, he talked
and we were enthralled,” says in effect
the writer, ‘and at midnight I remember
we all adjourned to my room, whera we
sat about on chairs or on the bed, listen-
ing while this amazing youn t poured
out page after page o thei‘,mbﬂhan&
and sage after page of his own unpub-
lished verse till 2 in the morning!’

“The young poet was Algernon Swin-
burne.” :
CROWS ON GOLF LINKS.

One Fastidious Bird That Would Stesl
d Only New Balls.

From the Ficld.

The crow scems to be attracted to golf
balls in a way wholly peculiar from the rest
of the bird apecies. In parks where the
rook and the crow abound one can notice
them sitting in the trees or hopping about
the pntting greena in the digtance watch-
ing the roll of the ball with a direct or slde-
long glance expresaive of the keenest in-
terest and curiosity, which is soon trans-
lated into a desire to carry it off to the
roost in the neighboring wood.

The Kew Gardens pdjoin the Mid-Surrev
course, and In the royal preserve there used
to be a fairly large colony of crows nesting
among the trees. Of this colony there was
one particnlar crow who found his greatest
amusement in mingling among the golfers
and in disconcerting their play by indulging
in repeated predatory campaigns against
their golf balls.

His policy was to hover in attendancs on
thossplayers who used naw white ballaonly
Those on which the paint had been chipped
or which had been used in play for sevéral
rounds by an econonjical player were
always rejected by this particular bird as

youlth's boly, w
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being beneath his fastidious attention.
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